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A HOUSE-HUNTIN- EXPERIENCE.

Mus. Joshua Maci.ank was a Tory
busy woman. " Watta's honey-be- e

isn't ft circumstance to her," Joshua
Machine would say, with a smile. It
was not a smile of derision, but very
satisfied, for he was a busy man, and
this element of activity in his partner
was a tource of intense satisfaction.
" Just 8tipposo a drone had fallen to my
share in the lottery of marriage!" he
would say, with a shrug of his shoul-
ders. "I would have pulled her arms
off, figuratively, trying to urge her for-
ward, and sho might havo pulled my
cars off, literally, trying to hold me
bark. That's the way incompatibilities
come. Now liess and I pull together
pretty well. Sometimes, it's true, she
gets a little beyond me, but a little
tightening of the rein and a gentle
whoa' brings her alongside without

any more trouble."
As a result of Mrs. Maclune's activity

she had a great deal to do, for society
learned long ago that, as a rule, if it
wants any thing dono, it is safest to go
to a busy person to get it done. Drones
never learn executive ability. As a
natural sequence, Mrs. Maclane was
President of associations, Secretary of
societies, Chairman of committees, on
whom most of tho work fell, and
a power in society as well as her own
home.

To such busy people there come days
when executive ability is taxed to the
utmost. The varied duties do not
spread themselves neatly over a given
space, but come, like "troubles, in
battalions."

One ef theso days, and one of these
hours in the day, had come to Mrs.
Joshua Maclane. She was sewing,
watching her children and entertaining
a neighbor, when the tide set in. A
note came, begging her, as president of
a relief association, to examine the cre-
dentials of a suffering applicant imme-
diately. Another came, begging her to
visit a family in extreme destitution at
onee. A servant entered, saying that'
the seamstress could not proceed further
without orders ; and directly behind the
servant came Harry Maclane, with a
note from his teacher stating that he
w as sent home because he complained
of sore throat, and was feverish. With
a mother's instinct, tho minor duties
waited while Mrs. Maclane examined
the child's throat. She was thus en-

gaged when her husband's brother en-

tered with a telegram.
" It is from Joshua," ho explained.
Ho says there is a house for sale up

town that ho wants you to look at im-

mediately. 'Drop every thing,' he tel-
egraphs, and look after it."

Mrs. Joshua Maclane knitted her
brow, and tho neighbor smiled, but she
said, kindly, "If there is any way I can
assist you, I hope you will allow me."

" Instead of dropping every thing, I
don't see how any thing can be drop-
ped," said Mrs. Maclane, meditatively,
she took a medicine case, and as she
prepared some medicine for her sick
child, said to the waiting servant, "Tell
the seamstress to sew on tho sheots in
the closet until I am at liberty. I keep
such plain work for emergencies," she
explained to her neighbor. " Now I
must put Harry in a room by himself
until 1 know whether his illness is con-
tagious, and I can not leave him. I
will attend to the case down stairs as
soon as Harry is comfortable."

"Can I visit the poor family?" vol-
unteered her neighbor.

" I shall be very grateful," replied
Mrs. Maclane. Then she turned to her
brother-in-la-

" Hal, I can't look after the house. It
would be a great favor if you could do
it."

" But " began tho brother-in-la-

Mrs. Maclane interrupted him. "You
know our needs, and tastes, too, almost
as well as wo do ourselves. You know
we want a house similar to this, but
larger. Observe the paper, the paint,
and the walls. Be sure to find out if
there are plenty of closets, and, above
all things, notice if there are any signs
of sewer gas."

"The lack of wisdom in sending a
boy to do a man's work has passed into
a proverb," answered Henry Maclane.
"I fear you will find it equally unwise to
send a man to do a woman's work. You
remember Miles Stundish's advice to
John Aldcn 'If you want any thing
well dono, do it yourself, John? ' "

" A littlo practice in house-huutin- g

may be of service to you in the future,
suggested tho neighbor, pleasantly.

"Bachelor halls are very dreary
places, in my way of thinking," replied
Henry Maclane, gravely. "A homo
that is a home needs a wife."

"Precisely," said the neighbor.
"Wife and homo were in my thoughts
when I suggested the acquisition of
knowledgo for future uso."

Henry Maclane shrugged his should-
ers, and gave his head a negative shake.
"You wouldn't advise a man who had
civil engineering before him to learn to
be a jeweler, I suppose P"

" No; but I would advise a man who
had civil engineering or any thing else
before him not to cast away a jewel if
be should stumble across one. Dia-
monds always repay for the setting."
The neighbor said it with intent, evi-

dently, giving expressive little nods as
she talked.

Henry Maclane smiled. "I am afraid
your diamond is a manufactured one.
Put to the test, it would turn out likotke
Scotch chemist 's a crystallized silicate,
and not pure carbon."

As ho passed out tho neighbor said,
with a pnut: " Your brother-in-la- is
incorrigible. There is that good Miss
Andci tm would make him such a good
wife, and 1 know she worship the
ground l.o walks on. Is there any old
love that tills bis mind and heart to the
exclusion of ull the interesting ladies of
our set?"

" We never knew of any love affair,"
replied Mrs. Maclane, in a confidential
tone, " but I have my suspicions. He
was a young man at tho time of our
civil war, ami, as a Colonel, did good
service in the linlnn Army. Attached
to his sword is a curl of light flaxen
hair tied with a blue ribbon. I onco
beggod him to tell me the story of the
golden lock, but lie answered, quietly,
that there was nothing to tell.

" 'It looks like a child's,' I ventured
to suggest.

"To which he replied, 'The head
on which it grew must have known as
many summers and winters as your
own.'

" 'I hope she Is not dead,' I ventured
again.

"And he answered, In tho same quiot
way, I never heard of her death.'

" 'Is she married P' I asked, bluntly.
'"I presume so : I don't know,' ho

answered, a trifle less calmly.
" 'The ribbon Is faded ; I will bring

you a fresh piece, and put this in the
rag-bag- ,' I suggested.

" But he Bhook his head decidedly.
' A new pieco would not be tho same,'
he answered gravely.

" This is a slight foundation on which
to rear a romance, but I havo always be-
lieved there is a memory of the past con-
nected with the faded ribbon and sunny
hair. Hal, with all his bravery.is ashy
man. Ho would be like Miles Ktandish,
whom he is always quoting, in love and
in war. I don't "believe he ever heard
that terrible No from the lips of the
woman who had sunny hair and wore
Ealo ribbons, but I cau fancy him losing

chance, and letting some other man
win her. You sco, he would have only
himself to blame, and would go on re-
membering the past dream with a dreary
kind of pleasure. Still, I always expect
to see him married. Home and wife are
the just deserts of men like Hal."

Tho man of whom this cheerful
prophecy was made was on his way to
an n residence, in no enviable
frame of mind.

"It's absurd of Joshua's wife to send
me on this errand," he was thinking.
" I am sure to blunder. Lot me see
paper, paint, walls, closets, and sewer
gas were the items of special,iinpor-tance.- "

"What a pleasant-lookin- g house!"
he thought, as ho ascended the steps of
the residence designated in his brother's
telegram. In the hall ho carefully noted
tho wall from floor to ceiling, looked
closely at the paint, and made an in-

ventory of closets at the back of the
hall. Then he was admitted into the
parlor, and saw at a glance that the ar-
rangement was such as Mrs. Maclane
desired. A faint perfume of violets was
a pleasant odor to inhale when he feared
to encounter sewer gas. Ho glanced at
the wall, and then his eye felfon a lady
who advanced from the rear room, and
exclaimed, "Mr. Maclane!"

"My old friend Hebyl" he responded,
as he took her hand. "This is an unex-
pected pleasure."

There was genuine pleasure on both
sides, if sparkling eyes and glowing
cheeks were signs of pleasure; then
each surveyed the other, with glances
half questioning and half apprehensive,
as they exchanged ordinary remarks and
Henry Maclane explained his errand.

" My sistor occupios tho house, and
will show it to you presently," said the
lady. "Do you want it furnished as
you find it?"

Henry Maclane looked at the fair
woman sunny hair waring over her
forehead ; clear blue eyes looking search-ingl- y

into his at one moment, and glanc-
ing shyly away tho next; lips moving
nervously, as if sho were mastering some
emotion and ho replied, emphatically,
"Just as it is!"

" There is a pleasant view from the
back windows," said the lady, leading
the way to the rear room.

" Very pleasant ! " replied Henry Mac-
lane ; but he had given only a glance
outside, and was gazing down on the

d woman, standing a little
lower than himself. Then ho fell to
asking questions about her family and
mutual friends ; and all the time he had
tho air of a lawyer who asks indirect
questions hoping to elicit some unknown
facts.

"Mamma!" called a chudish voice in
the hall.

The fair lady stepped to the door, and
said, gently, "Go to the nursery, Hal."

Henry Maclano started at tho sound
of tho name ho always bote in his own
home. Had it been given the child for
sweet remembrance's sake? The
thought that this remembrance must
count for naught, if there were husband
and children, had in it the sadness of
"it might have been."

" The years must have brought many
changes to you," said Henry Maclane,
with a view of gaining some personal
knowledge.

" Yes," answered the lady, with a
meditative look on her face, " there
aro few reminders even of the old days
left. I have had my share of joy and
sorrow."

Henry Maclane noted, what he had
not seen beforo, that there was a min-
gling of crape in the lady'B black dress.
"Perhaps she is a widow," was his
thought.

" My mother's death last year was tho
greatest atlliction I have ever had," she
said, sadly.

"Not a widow!" was Henry Mac-lane- 's

mental comment. " The loss of
her husband would have been a greater
atlliction to this woman than the loss of
hor mother."

There was a pause, and Henry Mae-lan- e

said : " Yon must know Mrs. Mao-lan- o.

She will give any friend of niino
a warm welcome."

" Certainly," replied the lady. " It
will be a pleasure to know hor. Ah!
hero is my sistor, Mrs. Ellis. Sue, don't
you remember Mr. Maclane?"

Kenieniber him ! What, Hal, our
most devoted attendant and dearest
friend? Upon my word, I hadn't any
dearer friend in those days," exclaimed
the sister, in a voluble way he remem-
bered well. "How glad I am to see
you ! The servant told me a gentleman
was waiting to be shown the house. I
littlo dreamed of finding an old friend in
the houso-hunUs- r. Aro you a judge of
houses?" she asked, in a practical way.

"I fear not; but Mrs. Maclane was
unable to come, as one of the children
was ill," replied Henry Maclane.

"How many children are thereP"
asked Mrs. Kllis.

" Five," answered Henry Maclane.
Mrs. Ellis proceeded immediately to

the business in hand. " I will show

J'ou
the upper stories if , you like to

As they left the parlors, a child en-

tered from tho rear, exclaiming,
" Mamma!"

" Como to mo, Hal," said the fair
ladv, laying a detaining hand on the
chilil.

Henry Maclane followed his leader,
looking' baok at the tableaux of the
sweet womanly face against which tho
child's curly head rested. It was a
pretty picture; but it gave him pain,
for the child's name suggested airain that
possibility of sweet remembrance and

I vain regret.

Mrs. Kills commenced the ovum! tmlnla
of the house with the volubility of a
house agent, and Henry Machine ap-
peared to follow, but his thoughts were
with tho fair woman in the parlor bo-lo-

" It Is strange we never met until to-
day," he Haiti, somewhat Irreverently,
lis Mrs. Ellis's last remark was about
communicating rooms.

" You see we went to Europe when
von went for a soldier," replied Mrs.
Kllis. ' I was there until the war was
over. Iteby remained some vears
longer. When wo t amo back to Italti-mor-

your family had moved to New
York, and wo lust sitrht of vou all. It
was very dismal coming back to strand
gers ami many changes. 1 soon fountl
comfort in my engagement to Mr. Kllis,
and Keliy went back to Europe. Sho
wants to go again, but we aro trying to
keep her here."

" Is hor husband there ?" ahked Henry
Maclane.

"Husband P Keby's husband P" echo-
ed Mrs. Kllis. " Sho has never married.
Did you notice your namesake, my littlo
uiiy r '

Henry Maclane made a movement to
descend the stairs.

"Hadn't yon better seo tho rear
room.'" asked Mrs. Kllis.

" No matter. I will send Mrs. Mac-
lane," he replied, carelessly.

Truth to toll, he was inclined to go
down the stairs with a bound. His
sister-in-law- conclusions had not been
wide of the mark. No woman had ever
been to him what this woman with the
sunny hair and fair face had been, but
ho was a shy man, and had simply lost
his chance. Ho went to bat tle with only
a request for one golden lock from the
fair head, and slie was too proud a
woman to give more than was asked.
Then they drifted far apart, as lives
often do that have touched each other
with strong points of contact. Once
Henry Maclane sent a letter of recon-
naissance to his old friend. " Perhaps
it may be like tho tlovo sent out from
the ark," he thought, and may bring
me some olive-branc- h of remembrance;
but it was like the dove that never re-
turned. He always thought of her now
as blessing some home with her loving
presence, and lost to him forever. To
find her unclaimed and untrammelled
he had hardly dared to hope.

Ho was soon in the parlor, and by
Reby's sido.

" Pell Mrs. Maclane wo would like
her decision as soon as possible," said
Mrs. KUis, somewhat sharply. To her-
self she was saying, " Tho man might
have married Iteby once, but ho shall
not flirt with her now."

'I am glad to find Keby un-
changed," said Henry Maclane "in re-
sponse.

Mrs. Kliis replied, brusquely : " She
is wonderfully changed to me. The
years have brought great strength and
goodness to Reby. She is not a
woman to tolerato nonsense of any
kind."

She justified her brusque speech with
the mental comment: "A man with a
wife and tivo children has no business
to stand there with undisguised admira-
tion on his face, and congratulate him-
self on finding Roby unchanged. It's a
trying ordeal to her, and I would short-
en it if I could."

Her remark brought the color to
Reby's face, and Honry Maclane looked
annoyed. " I don't understand " he
began.

Mrs. Ellis interrupted him. "You
will bring Mrs. Maclane when you come
again?"

" Possibly her husband will be free to
come with her," was the quiot response.

"Husband! Are you not Mrs. Mac-lane- 's

tjusband?" asked Mrs. Ellis,

"Me? Oh no! My brother Joshua
is Mrs. Machine's husband," replied
Henry Maclane, with a smile.

'And father of the five children?"
continued Mrs. Ellis.

' Father of the five children," echoed
Henry Maclano.

"And haven't you any wife?" asked
Mrs. Fllis, curiously.

" Tho Bible sayB, A good wife is
from the I.ord,' " replied Henry Mac-
lane, gravely. "Ho has never given
me such a blessing."

Mrs. Ellis's eyes twinkled.
" I could give you a Bible quotation

that might help you," she said, demure-
ly ; but a warning glance from Roby
stopped her, just as a visitor was an-
nounced.

41 You will come to seo us soonP" said
Mrs. Ellis, as Henry Maclane arose to
leave.

" Can I come this eveningP" he asked.
" Certainly, replied Mrs. Ellis. ' It

is well to get a gas-lig- view of things
you are interested inouying."

Whon tho door shut, Mrs. Ellis turned
to Roby, apparently much interested in
the visitor's card. "Do you know
what I was about to quote P 'Ask, and
it shall be given you.' "

"Oh, Sue ! " remonstrated tho shrink-
ing woman. " Don't toss mo to any
man, as if I were a ball to be picked up,
or let alone, as suits his pleasure."

At the dinner table Mrs. Maclane
turned eagerly to her brothor-in-la-

with tho quostion, " How do you like
house-huntin- g p"

" Immensely," was the hearty re-

sponse. " I think I never enjoyed any
thing so much in my life."

Mrs. Maclane looked searehingly at
the man. It sounded like sarcasm, but
there was gonuino pleasure in the face
she scrutinized.

" It must havo been a satisfactory
house," she said, complacently. "Now
tell mo all about it."

"It is a pleasant-lookin- g house;
brown-ston- e front, high stoop, and throe
rooms deep," answered Henry Maclane,
glibly.

Mrs. Maclane looked gratified.
" What are the condition of the paper
and paint?" she asked.

" The hall-pap- was dark, and the
wood-wor- k dark, and in good order,"
replied Henry Maclane, positively.

" Well, the rest of the house P" pur-
sued Mrs. Maclane.

Henry Maclane passed from a positive
to a negative condition as he answered,
in a puzzled way, " I hardly know. 1

couldn't exactly toll. 1 think the hall
was an index of tho rest."

Mrs. Maclane smiled. " Closets P"
she suggested.

" The hall had closets'" said Honry
Maclane, in much the way a school-bo- y

begins a recitation of which he knows
only the first paragraph. " I guess they
are all right."

Mrs. Maclane laughed heartily as she
remarked, "I never take closets on
.trust. SeworgasP"

"No," responded Henry Maclano;
" there was a sweet odor of violets as 1

entered the parlor."
'Good!" exclaimed Mrs. Maclano.

" It sound! like Araby the blest."
" It was," responded Henry Maclane,

in an under-ton-

" Well, about tho rest of tho house?"
continued Mrs. Maclane. "Did the
violet odor pervade tho whole of the
mansion?"

"I don't know." answered Henry
Maclane. " She didn't come."

" HbnP who?" asked Mrs Maclane, in
a puzzled way.

" The sistor," was the brief reply.
" Who's slater P" demanded Mrs. Mao-lan- e,

in perplexity. ' Brother Hal, do
you know you are talking incoherently,
I can't aeem to follow you. Am wt
talking about a house or a woman?"

" Both," answered Henry Maclano,
with a smile.

" What was'the woman like?" asked
Mrs. Maclano.'

" Light wavy hair, not a bit fluffy nor
plastered slillly, bnt Just falling over her
forehead In pretty rippling waves and
coiled in a knot at the hack, clear eyes
that demand tho truth ami toll the truth,
a good nose, an expressive mouth, deli-ont- o

hands, and a shapely figure that's
tho woman," answered Henry Maclane,
enthusiastically.

Mrs. Maclane laughed at tho minute
description, and inquired, " What did
she wcarP"

Tho reply was prompt: "A black
dress for, you see, her mother died last
year some pretty clinging lace at her
throat, moro of tho same at her wrists,
and a bunch of violets In her belt."

"You can give a better Inventory of
tho woman and her garments than you
can of the home," said Mrs. Maclane.

" Never mind ; I'll try it again," re-
plied the brother-in-la- cheerfully.

" WhenP" asked Mrs. Maclane.
" I promised to look at the house by

answered Henry Maclane.
"To-night'- s " asked the

woman, wondenngly.
"Of course," was the decided reply.

" 'Procrastination is the thief of time.'
It is my duty to cry 'Stop thief!' "

" In the mean time, I think I'll man-ag- o

to look at the house myself," said
Mrs. Maclano. "What is tho name of
the lady 1 am to ask for?"

" Mrs. Ellis," was the reply.
" I never knew any one by the name,"

commented Mrs. Maclane.
" Nor I," said her brother-in-la-

Mrs. Maclane looked puzzled. Sho
had been thinking Hal must have met
some old friends.

At the supper table that night she
turned to her brother-in-la- with the
query, "Hal, what possessed you to tell
Mrs.'KUIs we wanted the house just as
you found it? You know we havo moro
furniture than wo can stow away com-
fortably."

" She didn't understand me," replied
Henry Maclane. "Women are dread-
fully dull of comprehension."

"And men are incoherent and equivo-
cal," retorted Mrs. Maclane. "For in-

stance, you told me you had never hoard
of Mrs. Kllis. She told mo you were an
old friend."

" She wasn't an Ellis when I knew
her," replied Henry Maclane. "Sho
was Sue Monroe."

" I did not see the sistor," added Mrs.
Maclano. "She had gone for a walk.
I will decide about the house

The next morning at the breakfast-tabl- e

came a note to Joshua Maclane
from tho house agent, saying that Mrs.
Ellis had withdrawn the house from the
market.

" How provoking! " exclaimed Mrs.
Maclane. " We had decided to take it.
Just think, Brother Hal," she said, as
her brother-in-la- entered the breakfast--

room, "that lovely house with
which you and I fell in love is withdrawn
from the market!"

"AhP" he said, in an interested way.
"Any reason given P "

"Not a word," answered Mrs.
Maclane. " I think folks ought to know
their own minds better than to put a
house in the market one day and with-
draw it the next."

" Perhaps there has been a change of
base," suggested Henry Maclane.

" You were going to look at it by gas-
light," said Mrs. Maclane. ' How did
it impress you?"

" Very pleasantly," was tho smiling
reply.

"Brother Hal," said Mrs. Maclane,
bending a searching gazo on her brothor-in--

law, "toll us all about it. Of
course you went to look at more than
the house by t. Do you know
why this house is withdrawn from the
market? "

" The lady has concluded to occupy
it," replied Henry Maclane.

" Does not the house belong to Mr.
Ellis P " was the next query.

" No," he replied. " It belonged to
the Monroe estate, and fell to the 's

share."
" Hal," said Mrs. Maclane, gravely,

"our neighbor yesterday suggested
Miss Anderson as a desirable alliance
for you."

" Tell our neighbor I am like the
house withdrawn from the market,"
was tho smiling answer.

" Just tell me this, Hal," said Mrs.
Maclane, in a coaxing way ; " did the
fair-hair- woman you met when you
went house-huntin- g ever wear the flaxen
curl and the palo blue ribbonP You see
I am putting two and two together."

"Your fingers are units of tho
same denomination, and you can add
them," was tho frank answer. " Tho
stay lock belongs to that fair head."

"And it all came about from my
sending; you to look after a house,"
mused Mrs. Maclane.

" Yes. The results wo unconsciously
attain often exceed in greatness the in-

tent wo consciously pursue," was the
philosophic reply. "Seoking for a
house for you, in no enviable frame of
mind, I have found a wife for myself,
and my frame of mind is" he paused
and turned to his brother. " Joshua,
perhaps you can get at it if you go back
to the day when you fell in love with
Boss, and add fifteen years of separa-
tion and loneliness to it, and then sud-
denly lind out you have belonged to
each other all through the past, and
mutually vow tq belong to each other
all through the future. It makes a very
neat sum of happiness, Joshua," he
said, with a radiant smile. JIarper't
Bazar.

An Acoustic Trial.

A vaukant ass, says the San Antonio
Herald, stood beside tho track of the
Sunset Railway at tho depot this morn-
ing; an engine moved slowly up; it
stopped within a few feet of the ass, and
the engineer blew one of those terrible
screams, prolonged and
such a blast as makes a sleeping Miller-it-e

dream of the day of judgment. Did
the ass scare P Not worth a cent! Did
he shake the sloth from his limbs; erect
his tail and speed away like the asses of
Bassorah, faster than tho Bedouin cour-
sers run, back to the chapparalP No, he
didn't. He turned one ear towards the
engine just as a deaf man uses his tin

and caught every particle
of the sound. And when the steam-blow- n

whistle ceased its notes and all
the echoes died away, the animal
straightoncd out his neck, opened his
mouth, and in a voice that deafened all
the railroad men and caused the freight
clerk to drop his pen, roared : "I cau'tl
I can't! I can't! I can't! be beat! be
beat! be heat! be beat! 1

beat!"

Arizona Wonders-T- he Deepest Canyons

in the World.

Anotrr the fith of March a party of
prospectors, thirtoen in number, pro-
cured the necessary papers from Gen.
Vt ilcox, allowing them to visit tho In-

dian village on Cataract ( reck, inhabit-
ed by the Ava Supais, a tribe of Indians
numbering all told two hundred souls.
The party was known as the Beck man
and Young Prospecting Expedition.
They went from Williamson Valley to
the Bill Williams Range, and thence to
Pino Spring, a small watering-plac- e

surrounded by a pine forest. Here they
found every indication of an old sea
bed, the gravel and rocks being round
and smooth, similar to those in tho
ocean bed. From Pino Spring the party
directed their course for the Ava Supia
village, which is reached by descending
from the table or mesa land down one
of the roughest trails ever traveled by
man, for a distance of fourteen miles,
dropping three thousand feet. At places
along the trail wo are told that it is not
ovee twenty inches wide, and winds
around the perpendicular walls of sand-
stone that loom altove for hundreds of
feet, while on the other side dork, deep
canyons exist, hundreds upon hundreds
of feet deep, where by one false stop or
move, man or beast would be sent to
eternity. With great care and good
luck, ton of the party succeeded in
reaening the village, three of their num-
ber returning rather than run the gaunt-
let in passing down into this awful yet
marvelous crevice in the earth.

The Ava Supais practice polygamy,
each male having about three wives.
They have altout one thousand acres of
farming land, which is described as be-

ing of a yellowish color and mostly
composed of sand ; however, it is said to
Eroduce good corn, pumpkins, melons,

etc., with the aid of ir-

rigating water, of which they have an
abundance, and appropriate by means
of a good ditch surrounding their farm.
1 lie party was well received by theso
red people, who stated their greatest
desire was to be left alone in the enjoy-
ment of their land and other property.
Their houses are built with poles in a
rude manner and thatched over with
bare grass and tule. The only stock
they have aro a few ponies.

Cataract Creek heads in the Bill Wil-
liams and San F'rancisco Mountains, the
streams connecting some distance above
tho Indian village. This stream emp-
ties into tho Big Colorado fifteen miles
below the Ava Sapai town and a short
distance south of the junction of the
Little and Big Colorado Rivers. The
party attempted to explore Cataract
Creek to its confluence with the Colo-
rado, but were unable to do so from
tho fact that they encountered precipice
after precipice from one hundred to two
hundred feet perpendicular, and it was
in the foolhardy attempt of D. W.
Mooney, of Williamson Valley, to de-

scend one of those perpendicular preci-
pices, one hundred feet down, that he
was dashed to a sudden and rocky
tomb, where he now rests as he fell, his
companions being unable to rescue his
body from that awful and abyssmal

Mr. Mooney was persuaded by
is campanions not to attempt suoh an

absurd undertaking; their importunity
availed not. He took a small rope,
hardly half an inch in diameter, tied
one end to a bush, suspended it over the
brink, then tukingholdof the rope, was
soon dangling between the bright
heavens and tho dark, dismal gorge be-

low. Evidently cramps came in his
arms or his mind gave way, and he fell
from almost the top to his rocky and
lonely grave below.

The party remained nearly two days,
dovising means and plans to rescue the
corpse, but with failures, as no one
cared to risk a descent upon the wes.'
rope. The Indians informed the part
that no man had ever passed through
the canyon, that, in fact, a passage wai--
oniy possible lor tne mrus of tne .air or
the spirits of the dead. Tho party re-

traced their stops and went around
Cataract Creek to the Grand Canyea of
the Colorado. They took in this pecu-
liar freak of nature, and describe the
walls, which are about perpendicular,
as being two miles from the apex to the
water. Where they beheld the Grand
Canyon the water is described as being a'1

hundred yards across ; still, from the
elevated view of the explorers, the
furious stream appeared to be a silver
thread of only a few inches in width.
A canyon twb miles deep is a grand
wonder, which will, when the thirty-fift- h

parallel road is completed, draw
thousands upon thousands of wouder-seoke- rs

annually, to behold the deepest
gorgo in the world. In going to the
Grand Canyon the party passed through
Prospect Valley, near the Colorado,
and had the pleasure of beholding
Bidenour & Zimmerman's copper mine,
which is found imbedded between two
solid sandstone walls, a thing unknown
elsewhere in the world. The ore from
this mine is worth from sixty to ninety
per cent, and a chunk of almost pure
copper weighing at least one ton is no
uncommon thing to find. The death of
Mr.. Mooney, which took place on the
first of April, frustrated the plans of the
party, and their original plan of ex-

ploring and prospecting was not car-
ried out as at first intended. Arizona
Miner.

The Dead Alive.

The following extraordinary story
comes from Franklintown, N.C.over the
signature of Mr. J. W. Weaver, of that
town. He says that Mrs. Martha Smith,
of Chatham, reports a remarkable case
of suspended animation, burial and res-
urrection, in the person of a married
ludy in that county, who possessed a
gold watch and finger rings which she
often expressed a desire to have buried
with her whenever she should die.
Finally she was taken ill, and life
seemed gradually to ebb away, until her
attending physician pronounced it ex-

tinct. At her burial Iter previously ex-

pressed desires was complied with, and
tho second night after the interment a
white man and a negro went to the
grave and exhumed hor for the purpose
of obtaining the buried jewelry. As
they took the lid off the coffin, and the
negro began pulling off a ring from her
linger, she raised up. At this both men
toilk fright and ran away. Finally, the
negro went back, and she asked him
what he wanted. He told her ho wanted
her rings and the white man her watch.
She requested to see the white man,
whom the other soon found and brought
to her. Sho requested him to g- homo
with her. He did so, and when she
reached tho door sho knocked. Her
husband opened the door, but fsinteb)
when he saw hor, thinking it Va his
dead wife's ghost. Mrs. Smith says the
lady is now living and bids fair to attain
a good old age, and that sha visits and
is vbiited by ner frequently.

Condiments uc Poultry Diet.
Cayenne pepper, mustard, or ginger
can, with great benefit, be added to the
food of fowls, to increase their vigor,
and to stimulate

Religious.

PRAYER.

P not nfrnlil to nrar -- to pray l rtrhf.I'my, If th'iu oiuiitt. with h..(.: hut prT,
Taoi-'trt- bop lit, weiik, or pick wltb Inns
Vrny In the dnrkneM If thre tie no llrtit.
I'nr In the time, remote from human mirht.
When wir and dlnoonl tin tho earth fault
Vet every prsyw fur universal peaee
Arnll the hleted time to etpc.litn.
WhMte-e- l .tod to wl-- auk thnt of ffearen,
Thourh It he what thou cftnt not hope to m;
I'rmy In tie porf.-.-t- . th'iillftl mHlerUI Icitw--
Fortild the spirit fto on earth to lie;
lluf If fur any wi"h ition c ;nt pray,
'1 ben pray to find to ciit that wmh nwny,

4,'tiirUlvn.

Sunday-Scho- Lessons.

SECOND QUARTER.
May Mutt.
June ft 'IheCrui-ilnIn- Mittt, T. :" VI
Jimel;iAfferihe ll"urreetlin..Matt.aiJune'Ti Kevh wof tbe l,enriq.
Juimi Lutson 'eotcil hy the

Knoweth."
Tfirf thought that "He knoweth"'

will also prove a consolation and a sup-
port to innocence. I have already

that it is a terrible scourge to tbe
mind of guilt. Why should the wrong-
doer instinctively seek to hide all evi-
dences of his crimt.s? He would escape
detection, punishment; but even more,
he would, if possible, entomb the mem-
ory of his deeds. If he CJttld onlv for-
get, that would bo paradise; if he
could only rase the blood-staine- para-
graph from tho chapter of life, that
would be blessedness. But no; just as
soon as he has buried his iniquity and
smoothed the surface of the ground so
that suspicion itself would not suspect,
and has drugged his memory, there

on his mind the awful thought
that everything connected with his
crime has been seen: its inception, its
perttetration, the cunning devices to
conceal, and the equally cunning pleas
to extenuate; every thing seen, seen by
the sleepless, piercing, penetrating eye
of tho Almighty. To him that eye "of

sympathy is cold, pitiless, menacing
and malevolent. Couid he but ouench
its lutcr, veil it forever with its infinite
litis, or tear it from its limitless sixkst,
that a blind God niuzht be the only
rulerof the universe, he would at least
feel some relief. But that is impos-iibie- :

and wherever he goes the eye follows
mm. Haunts mm, aud voices, growing
louder and harsher in his soul, crv.

He knoweth. He knoweth." and drive
him to ami despair.

mat winctt is sucn a terror to emit is
of inexpressible comfort to innocence.
When misjudged, mis-
apprehended, when defamed, slandered
and belied, how sweet the thought,
" He knoweth." When the cruel criti-
cisms and wilful misapprehensions of
heartless men have for the moment
shaken one's confidence in the power
of virtue, and in the desirableness of
surrendering life to virtue's cause, how
timulating and strengthening the con

viction that "Ho knoweth." God
knows; then let men think and speak
as they please, let them deride and de-

tract as they may. lie knows, what
they cannot, the purity of motive, the
grief over failures, the conflict against
evil and the agonizing longing of the
soul to attain to His likeness. Take to
vour hearts this comfort, all who sutler
innocently. Have tbe men you trusted
betrayed you, involving you in such
nnanciai uitnculties that your own obli-
gations have been dishonored, and have
you in consequence been subjected to
censure and reproach? Well, remem-
ber that " He knoweth." Have you,
from a sense of duty, pursued a course
that has aroused antagonism and oppo-
sition, have you been constrained to ad-

vocate some unpopular measure or de-
fend some friendless cause, and have
your efforts exposed you to the charge
of being an agitator and disturber?
Let vour consolation be, "He kno-
weth' Have your endeavors in behalf
of humanitv, vour anxietv to rescue
the fallen, to save the oppressed, and to
lighten tne burdens ot labor entailed
scoffing and ridicule, and have they led
to insinuations touching your discre-
tion, if not your sanity ? Well, so be
it; rest in the conviction that "He
knoweth." Has the sanctity of your
home been violated by malicious slan-
derers, has tho genuineness of your
friendship been calumniated by reck-
less chatterers, has the purity ot your
name been sullied by conscienceless
villains, has tho sincej-it- of your piety
been questioned by bloodless cynics,
and has the honesty of your motives
been derided by incredulous pessim-
ists ? If so, then in your pain, anguish
and indignation, let the assurance that
"Ho knoweth" beget calmness and
dignified indifference. "He know-
eth," and " He will not suffer the
righteous to be moved;" "Hoknoweth,"
and in time "He will avenge his own
elect."

The teaching of the text provides an
antidote for tho spirit of foreboding. It
is very common to take anxious thought
for the morrow. We are inclined to
look into the future, to draw aside the
curtain that we may discover what it
promises or threatens. Many people
worry over possible ills and evils, and
brooding over them como to regard
them as inevitable. They look tor a
dreary morrow that never comes, or if
it comes, that brings with it its own
sustaining angel. Such prevision, as
Rousseau declares, only multiplies the
miseries of our stato on earth. We
rille to-d- of its sweets, and charge it
with the poisons of The
strength that is needed to so conquer
the prestnt that it may be made tribu-
tary to the happiness of the future is
wasted in futile moonings and fears.
There is no greater curse than this, un-

less it is found in that
temperament that dreams of future
good while never working for its reali-
zation. I could hardly give a reason

otlier. The former is perhaps the most
common, ana on tn.it account, perhaps,
the one most needing rebuke.

exposes its folly; when writing
to jctio, no says: ' it is easy to see
through one pane ef gloss, but through
ten placed one upon another we cannot
see. Does this prove that each one is
not transparent? or are we called to
look through more than one at a time?
Double panes we only have recourse to
for warmth; and just so it is with life.
We have to live but one moment at a
time. Keep each one isolated, and you
will easily see your way through them."
The German tlieologian in this passage
hints r.t a great truth. God has inten-
tionally veiled the future from His crea-
tures. They cannot see into it, because
He wills that they shall not. And if we
will but review our past we shall discern
the reasou. Shakespeare writes:

"Ol if this were seen
Vhe biippirst youth viewius" bis proareas

inmtitm.
What perils past, what crosses to cttftue

Would shut the buok, and bit hitu down and
die."

Place yourself at tho beginning of
your life, knowing what you now know
of its vicissitudes, and the strongest
among you would hesitate to engage in
its progress. Anil were you to
behold all that remains, you would
shrill back discouraged and amazed.

God In mercy has rendered such fore
casting impoaaibln, and It la tmapeaka-bl- e

folly for ua to attempt what lin lias
forbidden. We may, however, rest as-

sure'! that as ho has in years gono by
provided deliverance from every peril,
and support for every trial, o w ill lin
in tho years to come. In this confi-
dence wo can leave the morrow to caro
for tho things of the morrow. What-
ever comes, God will be in it; whatever
evils are there, God will be there

i

The thought that " Ho knowoth" is
He knows all that is be

fore us. Ho knows our frnility, our
weakness, and our waywardness: Ho
knows Just what wo can bear, what
strain wo can endure, what tempta-
tions we can withstand, and Ho know
what succors aro needful, what earth-
ly friends to raise up and Heav-
enly angels to send down that we
may be delivered in every time of
trouble. The abiding sense of this)
wonderful omniscience disperses the
mists of melancholy, and dispels the
gloom of chill, dark foreboding. It lets
the brightness of trod into y and
assures us that it will irradiate the
morrow. I onco read of a tribe whr
built a temple of glasa for the worship,
of the sun, and their deity shone through)
its transparent walls and filled the
house with his luster. Some uneasy
people regarded the temple aa too sim-
ple, and began to ornament it with
paintings, and at last covered all the
building with flaunting colors. But
when they met for worship their goil
was absent; thev had excluded the sun
with their foolish daubing. To live
continually in the consciousness that
"lit: knoweth" is to be housed in a
crystalline temple flooded with his
brightness; but, if we smear it with the
dreary pigments borrowed from to-
morrow s possible gloom, we shut out
God from the present as well as from
the future. My brethren, I pray you
darken not this blessed thought of His
omniscience: preserve it clear and dis-
tinct; then shall the years come to be
radiant as the day that now is. aud even
more lustrously beautiful. From a i?.

cent S. rmon by Dr. (Jevrge C. Lorimer,
(Jkicvgo.

Choice Thoughts.

God expects fruit from every tree
planted in His vineyard.

In the path of duty, God promises)
His special protection; He will keep us
safe, and bless as.

Make the best uso of what you have,
and then you may look to the Lord with
confidence for more.

What unthankfulness it is to forget
our consolations and to look only ujon
mattor of grievance; to think so much
upon two or three crosses as to forget a
hundred blessings. bibbe).

It is seldom wise to enter into a dis-
cussion with a skeptical man on the
doctrines of religion. The best thing
is to have such a life back of your words
that you can say, "Come and see for
yourself whether religion is not a bless-
ed thing to have." Oolden Utile.

Memtate long, meditate humbly on
what it is to have a Creator, and com-
fort will come at last. If broad day-
light should never be yours on this side
the grave, He will hold vour feet in the
twilight that they shall not stumble.
and at last, with all the more love, and
all the more speed as well. He will fold
you to His bosom, who is Himself the
Light Eternal.'. W. Fuber.

Self-lov- e leads us to do certaia
things because we choose them for our-
selves, although we would not do them
at another's Wilding, or from mere
obedience. If things are our own orig-
inating, we Uke them, but not when
they come through other people. Self
is for ever seeking self, self-wi- ll and
self-lov- but il we were perfect in the
love of God, we should prefer to obey,
because in obedience there is moro of
God and less of self. 8. Francis da
Saks.

The Great and Precious Promises.
Does your spirit faint? They are a

dropping honeycomb, better than Jona-
than s. Dip your pilgrim staff into
their richness, and put your hand to
yonr month, like him, and your faint-ne- ss

shall pass away. Are you thirsty?
They are the flowing stream of the wa-
ter of life, of which you may drink by
the way, and lift up the head Are you.
overcome by the sultry burden of the
day? They are as the shadow of a.
cloud to lring down the heat; as the
cool shadow of a great rock in a weary
land. Have yeur steps well-nig- h slip-
ped? They are a stall in your band, oa
top of which, betimes, like Jacob, you
may lean and worship God. Are you
sod? There are no such songs to be-

guile the road, and to bear you on with,
gladness of heart, as when one goeth
with a pipe, to come into the mountain
of the Lord. Put but a promise under
your head by night, and were your pil-

low a stone, like that at Bethel, you
shall have Jacob's vision. The thirstiest
wilderness will become on Elim, with
palm-tree- s and wells of water. Cun-
ningham Geikic, D.D.

The groat center in Germany for the
production of tobacco pipes is stated to
be Ruhla, in Thuringin. In this place
and its immediate vicinity the annual
manufacture for the past few years isr
said to have averaged 6t0,O genuine)
meerschaum bowls or heads, and

artificial or imitation meer-
schaum bowls, while the number of pol-
ished, lacquered and variously mount-
ed wooden pipe heads reaches an an-

nual amount of nearly five millions. Of
the common porcelain bowls there aro
manufactured yearly some 9,000.000,
and of fine clay or lava bowls 3.700, 000..
There has also been an annual average
production of fifteen millions of pipe
stems or tubes of different bizes and
materials; l,B00,0ij0 dozen miscellane-
ous adjuncts, such as flexible tubes,
chains, tops, tufts, etc.; 12.000 dozcu
meerschaum pipe oases; 800,000 dozen,
monthpieces and cigar holders of am-
ber, horn, meerschaum, wood or cocoa-n- ut

shell; and, finally, 15,000,000 com-
plete pipes of various materials.

Mit. Robert J. Livisgstox, of New
York city, has for several years past
given a prize to each of three newsboys
who save the largest sum-- . The first
of the successful competitors saved $15,
tho next tho nextil'2.15. The
Newsboys' Lodging-Hous- e in Duana
Street has a savings-ban- k for the boys,
one hundred anil thirty-si- x of whom save,
an aggregate of if lii.bi. An institu-
tion of kindred character to tbe News-
boys' Lodging-Hous- e is under construc-
tion up town. It is to be built nt that
solo expense of Miss Catherine Wole,
a radv as conspicuous for the lnunihcenca
of her charities as sho is for the un-

ostentatious manner in which they ara
bestowed.

A BAfif.AGE-MA- sat coolly down tha
other dav in a baggage-ca- r of a Nor-
wich & "Worcester Railroad,, goinw
about thirty mites an hour, and haci
six teeth pulled, and was ready to sefi
the brakes at tne next statiuu as usual.


